PUPPETS THROUGH AMERICA
small from shyness of the modern world, and hiding under
a stone from the noisy tourists. It was difficult to tear our-
selves away from the high crest of Puye, with the green and
blue forests ranging on one side, and on the other far below
us, like a small pale silk painting, lay the golden, desert
valley and the Sangre de Cristo mountains. But, rattling
with ancient potsherds, we descended at last, away from the
dreams of ancient Indians and the faint lovely vision of sun
on the desert hills.
Again we climbed a hill from the Rio Grande, a serpentine
mountain road, cut from the towering cliff at times, and
again came to a new country, the Bandelier National Monu-
ment, wild, barren, and huge, with tremendous perpen-
dicular cliffs, deep rocky ravines, and bits of desert sand and
scrub, with an animal's skull here and there, white and clean
in the dry air.   We crossed a high, green mesay descended
another serpentine road, and came down into the ravine of
the Rito de los Frijoles, the famous cave settlement which
was the subject of Bandelier's novel The Delight Makers.
Adolf F. Bandelier spent eight years, round about 1880, in
ethnological and archaeological study among the Pueblc
Indians, and he lived in the pueblo of Cochiti, whose
inhabitants had a dim tradition that their ancestors lived
at Frijoles in these cliff dwellings.   Bandelier had eight
years in which to play in this world, but we only had an
hour or so, and we walked beneath the precipice on the
rocky path that runs by the numerous caves, and the
tumbled remains of stone and adobe rooms that had been
built in front of the caves.  Erosion has worked the friable
rock into queer pillars, pierced them with holes, and left
natural bridges between the tall pinnacles.   We collected
more ancient potsherds and pieces of obsidian, and sheltered
in one of the small round caves from a storm, listening to
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